The History of Kmg Lew. 


She takes A [word ,and runs at him hehinde. 

Servant. Oh I am flaine my Lord, yet haue you one eye left t® 
fee fome mifchiefc on him, oh l Hedies, 

Corn. Leaft it fee more.preuent it,out vilde Icily, 

Where is thy lufter now? 

Ghft. All darkc and comfortles.wheres my fonne Edmund} 
Edmrnd vnbridle all the fparkes of nature,to quit this horrid 

r C(T ' Out villaine,thou calftonhim that hates thee, it washee 
that made the ouerture of thy treafons to vs,who is too good to 

piety thee. • 

giofi. O my folIies,then Edgar was abufed, * 

Kinde Gods forgiue me that, and profper him. 

Reg .Goc thruft him out at gates, and let him fmell his way to 
Douer,how ift my Lord ? how looke you ? 

Corn, lhauc receiued a hurt,follow me Lady, 

Turne out that eyelefie villaine, throw this flaue vpoa 
The dunghill, Regan I bleed apace, vntiroely 

Comes this hurt,giue me your arme. 

Servant . lie neuer care what wickedneffe I do, 

If this man come to good. , ,, r 

2. Servant. If (he liuelong, and in the end meet the old couric 
of death, women will all turne monfters. 

i Ser. Let’s follow the old Earle, and get the bedlam 
To lead him where he would, his rogifti madnefle 

Allowcs it felfe to any thing. ■ 

4 Ser Goc thou.ilc fetch fome flaxe andantes of egges to 

apply to his bleeding face,now heauen helpe him. ^ 


Enter Edgar. 

Edo. Ye* better thus,and knowne to be contemn d. 

Then tlill contemn’d and flattered t^ oe worft. 

The lowed and mod deiefted thing of Fortune 
Stands dill in experience, liues not in feafe. 

The lamentable change is from the bed, 

The word returns* to laughter. 


Who’* 


The Ri&ory of KingUdf. 

WhoYhere, my father poorely led,world,world,o world! 

But that thy drange mutations make vs hate thee, 

L ife would not yeeld to age. 

/Enter Glofier led by an olde man. 

Old man. O my good Lord, I hauebeneyour tenant, 8 c your 
fathers tenant this fourefcore*— — 

£/o/?.Away,get thee away,good friend be gone. 

Thy comforts can dome no good at all. 

Thee they may hurt. 

Old manJs . lacke fir,you cannot fee your way. 
g loft. I haue no way,and therefore wantao eics, 

I dumbled when I faw,full ofc tis feene 
Our meanes fecure vs, and our meere defeats 
Prooue our commodities ; ah deare fonne Edgar 9 
The food of thy abufed fathers wrath. 

Might I but liue to fee thee in my tucb, 
lde fay I had eyes againe. 

Old »m».How now, who’s there ? 

Sdg.O Gods,who ift can fay I am at the word, 

I am worfe then er e Lw as. 

Old man .Tis poore mad Tom. 

Edg. And worfe I may be yet.the worft isnot. 

As long as we can fay, this is the worft. 

Oldman .Fellow where goeft? 

Gloft . Is it a begger man ? 

OldmanMzd man, and begger too. 

Gloft Me has fome reafon,elfe he could not beg. 

In the laft nights ftorme I fuch a fellow faw, 

Which made me thinke a man a worme,my fonne 

Came then into my minde,and yet my minde 

Was then fcarfe friends with him,I haue heard more ftnee. 

As flyes are to’th wanton boyes,are we to’th G^ds, 

They bi t vs for their fport, 

idjr.How fhould this be f bad is the trade that muft play the 
foole to forrow,angring it felfe and others ; bleffe thee mafter. 
gloft. Is that the naked fellow ? 
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